Can you hear the quiet? 


One rose assembling 
its whiteness, scarlet 


tinged. Breeze 
moving, almost. 


Almost. Please, 
no comparisons 


to any failing, how 
you missed being 


whatever when. 
Human enough 


but not beauty, 
now. Please? 


Rose cover- 
ing the scene, 


larger than 
the world. 


and greater 
than our life. 


